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The Tragedy ofGymbeline. 


Yea, though thou do demand a Prifoner 
The Noblcft tane. 

Imo. I humbly thanKe your Highneffej 

Luc. 1 do not bid thee beggc my life, good Ladj 
And yet I know thou wilt. 

Imo. No,no.alacke, 
There's other workc in hand : I fee a thing 
Bitter to me, as death : your lifc,gooc! Matter, 
Muft fliuffle for it ielfe. 

Las. The Boy difdaiocsme, 
Heleaiifs me,fcorncsmc : briefelydye their ioyes, 
That place them on the truth ofGyrlcs»and Boycs. j 
Why ftimds he fo pet picxt ? 

Cym. Whar woukfft thou Boy ? 
I loue chec more,and more : thinke more and more 
What's beft to aske. Know'ft h)m thou look'ft on?fpeak 
Wilt haue him liue? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend ? 

Imo. He is a Romane, no more kin to me, 
Then I to your HighneiTe, who being born your vaffaile 
Are fomething necrer. 

Cym. Wherefore ey'ft him fo ? 

Imo. lie tell you (Sir)tn priuatejif you plcafc 
| To giuc me hearing. 

Cym. I,with all my heart, 
And lend my beft attention. What's thy name ? 

Imo. FideleSit. 

Cym. ThouVt my good youth : my Page 
He be thy Mafter : walke w ith mc : fpeake freely. 

Bel. Is not this Boy reuiu'd from death ? 

Ami. One Sand another 
Not more refembles that fweet Rofie Lad : 
1 Who dyed, and was Fidele : what thinke you i 

Gui. The fame dead thing aliue. 

2W.Peace,peacc,fec further : he eyes vs not, foibcarc 
Creatures may be alike : were't hc,I are fure 
He would haue fpokc to vs. 

Gui. But we fee him dead. 

35*/. Be filent : let's fee further. 

Pifi* It is ray Miftris : 
Since {he is liutng, let the lime run on, 
To good,or bad. 

Cym. Come, ftatid thou by our fide, 
Make thy demand alo wd. Sir, ftep you forth, 
Giue anfwer to this Boy, and do it freely, 
Or by our GreatnevTe, and the grace of it 
(Which is our Honor) bitter torture fhall 
Winnow the truth from falfhoad. One fpeake to him. 

Imo. My boone is , that this Gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this Ring. 

Pofi. What's that to him ? 

Cym* That Diamond vpon your Finger, fay 
How came it yours f 

Inch, Thou'lt torture me to leauc vnfpoken, that 
Winch to be fpoke, wou'd torture thee. 
Cj*** How? me? 

lach. I amgladtobeconflrain'dtovuerthat 
Which torments me to conceale. By Villany 
I got this Ring ; 'twas Leon aim Iewell, 
Whom thou did'ftbanifli : and which more may greeue 
As it doth me : a Nobler Sir,ne*reliu\l (thee, 
'Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hcarc more my Lord r 
Cym. Aft that belongs to this. 
lach. That Paragon, thy daughter, 
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits 
Qnaile to remember. Giue me leaue, I faint. 

Cym. My DaughterPwhat of hirrRencw thy ftrength 


I I had rather thou toould'ftihj^ 
Then dye ere I hears more : ftriue man, and fri 

lach. Vpon a time, vnhappy was the clocke 
That ftrooke the houre : it was in Rome, accurft 
The Manfion where : 'twas at a Fcaft, oh would 
Our Viands had bin poyfon*d(or at leaft 
Thofe which I hcau'd to head:) the good PaftU* 
(What ftiould I fay? he was too good to be ' 
Where ill men wcre,and was the beft of all 
Among'ft the rar'ft of good ones) fitting fadly" , 
Hearing vs praife our Loues of Italy 
For Beauty, that made barren the fweli'd boaft 
Of him that beft could fpeake : for Feature, laminp 
The Shrine of Venn, or ftraight-pight Minetutt 
Pofturcs, beyond breefc Nature. For Condition 
A fhop of all the qualitics ? that man * 
Loues woman for, befides that hookc of Wiuirtg 
Fairenefle, which ftrikes the eye. 

Cym. I ftand on fire. Come to the matter. 
Iach. All too foone I (ball, 
Vnleffc thou would'ft greeue quickly. Thi* Poffbuu* 
Moft like a Noble Lord, in loue, and one 
That had a Royall Louer, tookc his hint, 
And (not difptaifing whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calmc as vertuc) he began 
His Miftris pi&urc, which,by his tongue, being made 
And then a mindeput m*t, either our bragges 1 
Were crak'd of Kitchin-Trulles,or his defcription 
Prou'd vs vnfpeaking fottcs. 
Cym* Nay,nay,to'th purpofe. 
lack. Your daughters Chaftity, (there it beginnes) 
He fpake of her, as T)ian had hot drcames , 
And fhe alone, were cold : Whereat, I wretch 
Made fcruplc of his praife, and wager'd with him 
Pceces of Gold, 'gainft this, which then he wore 
Vpon his honour'd finger) to attaine 
In fuite the place of s bed, and winne this Ring 
By hers, and mine Adultery : he (rrueKnight) 
No lcffer of her Honour confident 
Then I did truly finde her, flakes this Ring, 
And would fo,had it becne a Carbuncle 
Of Phoebus Wheelc; and might fo fafcly, had it 
Bin all the worth of's Carre. Away to Bmaine 
Pofte I in this defignc : Well may you (Sir) 
Remember meat Court,where I was taught 
Of your chafte Daughter,the wide difference 
Twixt Amorous,and Villanous. Being thus quencVd 
Of hopc,not longing ; mine Italian braine, 
Gan in your duller Bntainc opcrare 
Modvildcly : formy vantage excellent. 
And to be breefe, my pra&lfe fo preuayfd 
That I returned with fimular proofc enough^ 
To make the Noble Leonattu mad, 
By wounding his bclecfc in her Renowne, 
With Tokens thus,and thus : auerring notes 
Of Chamber-hanging, Pictures, chis her Bracelet 
(Oh cunning how I got) nay fome markes 
Of fecret on her perfon, that he could not 
But thinke her bond of Chaftity quite crack'd, 
I hauing 'tane the forfey t. Whereupon, 
Me thinkes I fee him now. 

Pofi. I fo thou do'ft, 
Italian Fiend. Aye roc, moft credulous Foole, 
Egregious rnurthcrcr, Theefe,any thing 
That's due to all the Villaincs paft,in being 
To epme. Oh giuc me C©rd,or knifc,or poy fori, 

Some 
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The Tragedieof Cymbeline. 


Some vpright Iufticcr. Thou King,fend out 
por Torturors ingenious : it is I 
Xhat all th'abhorred things o'ch'eartb amend 
By being worfe then tbey* I am Pofihnmtu^ 
That kill'd thy Daughter : Villain-like, I lye, 
That caus'd a leffer villaine then my felfe, 
Afacrilegious Theefe to doo't. The Temple 
Of Ve««e was flie ; yca,and flie her felfe. 
Spit, and throw (tones, caft myre vpon me, fet 
The dogges o'ch'ftreet to bay mc : eucry villaine 
Be czVi"&Pofthp'f>w* Leonatus, and 
Be villany leffethen'twas. Oh Imogen] 
My Queene, my life, my wife : oh Imogen y 
Imogen ^Imogen. 

Imo. Peace my Lord,heare heare. 

Pofi, Shall's haue a play of this ? 
Thou fcornfall-Page, there lye thy part* 

Pif. OhGent!emen,helpe, 
Mine and your Miftris i Oh iny Lord PofihumtUj, 
You iie'rc kill'^d Imogen till now : helpe,hclpe, 
Mine honour' d Lady. 

Cym. Does the vyorld go round ? 

Tofih. How comes thefeftsggers on mec ? 

Pi[a. Wake-rny Miftris. 

Cym. If this be fo, the Gods do meane to ftrikc mc 
To death,with mortall ioy. 

Pi/a. How fares rfly Miftris? 

Imo. Oh get thee from my fight, 
Thou gau'ft me poyfon : dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 

Cym. The tune of Imogen. 

P//^.Lady,the Gods throw ftones of fulpher on me,if 
That box I gaue you, was not thought by mee 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene. 

Cym. New matter dill. 

Imp. • It poyfon'd me. 

Corn. Oh Gods! 
I left out one thing which the Queene confeft, 
Which muft approue thee hencft. If Pafanio 
Haue (faid flie) giuen his Miftris that Confcclion 
Which I gaue him for Cordisll, (he is feru d, 
As I would ferue a Rat. 

Cym. Wh a t's th i s , Cornelim ? 

Corn. The (Queene (Sir)very oft importun'd mc 
To temper poyfons for hcr,lxill pretending 
The fatisfaftion of her knowledge, onely 
In killing Creatures vildejas Cats andDogges 
Of no efteeme. I dreadingj that her purpote 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certaineftuffe, winch being tane, would ccafe 
The prefent powre of life, but in ftiort tymc 9 
All Offices of Nature, (hould againe 
Do their due Functions. Haue you tane of it ? 

Imo. MoftIikeIdid,fcr I was dead. 

*Bel+ t My Boyes, there was our error. 

Cm. This is fure Fidele. 

/ww. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you f 
Thinke that you are vpon a Rocke,and now 
Throw me againe. 

Pofi. Hang there like fEuite, my foule, 
Till the Tree dye; 

Cjm. How now, my Flefh? my Childe? 
What, mak'ft thou me a dullardin this At\ ? . 
Wilt thou not fpeake to me ? 

Imo. Your bleffing, Sir. 

*Bel. Though you did loue this youth, I blame ye not, 
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You had a motiue for't. 

Cym. My teares that fall 
Prouc holy-water on thee ; Imogen, 
Thy Mothers dead. 

Imo. lamforry for't,nay Lord. 

Cym. Oh, fhe was naught ; and long of her it was 
That we meet heere fo ftrangely ; but her Sonne 
Is gone, we know not how 5 nor where. 

Pffa. My Lord, 
Now feare is from me, He fpeake troth. Lord Oaten 
Vpon my Ladies miffing, came to me 
With his Sword drawne/oam'd at the o>outh,and (wore 
If I difcoucr'd not which way (he was gone* 
It was my inftant death. By accident, 
I had a feigned Letter of my Mafters 
Then in my pocket, which dircfled him 
To feekc her on the Mouncaines neerc to Milford, 
Where in a frenzic, in my Mafters C^mcnxs 
(Which heinfore'd from mc) away hepoftes 
With vnchafte purpofe, and with oath to violate 
My Ladies honor, what became of him, 
I further know not. 

Gui. Let me end the Story : I flew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the Gods forefend.. 
I would not thy good deeds, fhould from my lips 
Plucke a hard fentence :Prythce valiant youth 
Deny'c againe. 

Gui. Ihauefpokeie,andIdidir. 

Cym. He was a Prince. 

Gui. A moft inciuillone. The wrongs he did mee 
W ere nothing Prince-like 5 for he did ptouoke me] 
With Language that would make mc fpurne the Sea, 
If it could fo roare to me. I cut off $ head, 
And am right glad he is not ftanding heer£ 
To tell this tale of mine* 

Cym. 1 am forrow for thee : 
By thine owne tongue thou art condemn'd, and muft 
Endure our Law : Thou'rt dead* , 

Imo. That headleffe man I thought had Bin my Lord 

Cym. Binde the Offender, 
And take him from ourpreience* 

'Bel. Stay,SirKing f 
This man is better then the man he flew, 
As well defcended as thy felfe t and hath 
More of thee merited .then a Band of Clotena 
Had euer fcarre for. Let his Armes alone, 
They were not borne for bondage. 

Cym. Why old Soldier : 
Wilt thou vndoo the worth thou art vnpayd for 
By tailing of our wrath ? How of defcfcnt 
As good as we? 

Arm. Jn that he fpake too farre. 

Cjm. And thou (halt dye for't, 

*Brt. We will dye all three, 
But I will prone that two one's are as good 
As I haue giuen out him* My Sonnes, I muft 
For mine ownc parr, vnfold a dangerous fpeccb* 
Though haply well for you. 

Ami. Your danger's ours. 
- Guid. And our good his* 

Bel. Haue at it then, by leaue 
Thou hadd'ft (great King)a Subie6l,who 
Was calf d Belarim. 

Cym. What ofhim?He is a banifh'd Traitor. 

'Bel. He it is, that hath 
Affum'd this age: indeed a banifh'd man, 





